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THE LINE'S BUSY!" 



Dear Myrtle: 

Suppose you thmk I've been treating you like 
I was a rich relation — 'not writing for so 
long — but I've been so busy fixing up my little 
old two-by-four that I'm working in my sleep. 
And say, girlie, you won't know it next time you 
send up your card. The furniture — all two 
pieces — is painted white, and the carpet 'most 
covered up, so you can't see them roses — or 
red cabbages, judging from their size — any 
more. 

Also, I got a regular art gallery. I think 
George has been reading about them collections 
millionaires are giving away every day, and got 
the bee. Anyhow, he sends me pictures of the 
Duchess of Devonshire and Madam Pompa- 
dour and a lot of haughty dames, by a messen- 
ger boy. You know the five-and-ten store don't 
deliver anything. Well, it certainly makes 
things more cheerfuUike, and since I broke the 
mirror, I haven't had anything to look at. After 
this I suppose I'm in iFor a proposals — seeing 
he's got his heart out of his pocket — and you 
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know his fifteen per and my cooking would be 
as good a combination to start married life with 
as a set of boxing gloves. Of course I ain^t 
taking him serious, though he's a nice boy and 
handy to have around. Probably he has to 
practice on some one, and it might as well be me. 

It's funny, Myrtle, when you come to think 
of it — though I ain't referring to George — 
how extravagant some men are when they're 
after a girl. Why, every time you turn around, 
it's a box of candy, and they wouldn't leave you 
carry it for fear you'd get callouses oh your 
hands. And after they marry you — and this 
goes for a lot of 'em — they bring you candy 
about as often as Christmas comes around, and 
let you do light exercises with the dishes and 
scrubbing brush from morning till night. It's 
getting harder every day to pick out the right 
kind of man, and you can read all this " Advice 
to Lovers " in the newspapers and know as much 
as you did before you started. Mebbe I'm 
wrong, but I always had a hunch that the boy 
who looks before he spends and is saving up for 
a building lot is about the right thing when it 
comes to ** Safety First." That's some motto 
for an automobile or a woman — both being 
expensive. 

Well, I've been so busy talking about myself 
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I guess you'll think woman has the vote and I'm 
running for office. There isn't much news about 
the big bote, only they've put a stenographer 
'longside my switchboard. It was a little hard 
at first, trying to listen over the wire with that 
machine ticking away, and I was going to regis* 
ter a kick, but she looked so nice and quiet- 
like that I just didn't. Afterward I learns it's 
her first job, and if people don't want any let- 
ters written, it's going to be pretty hard on her. 
She's a sad-looking little thing, and that won't 
help her business any. She may learn after a 
while that a smile is a big brother to little old 
success — and the bigger the smile, the better. 

I almost forgot to tell you that we've got a 
new chef. They say he can cook eggs two 
thousand different ways — all except hard- 
boiled. The one we had cooked too many 
things what folks has to eat at home. Pierre 
says you got to puzzle people — give 'em some- 
thing new — and besides you can't charge more 
than sixty cents for stewed oysters, but you can 
extract two dollars for oysters Muckamuck, or 
something like that. Calling an innocent oyster 
names costs money nowadays. 

Yours, 

Goldie. 
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Dear Myrtle: 

Some busy because a lot of families have been 
arriving almost every day, and you know women 
only want a little, but that little is always some- 
thing a hotel ain't got. Running a place like 
this is about as pleasant as tickling a shark under 
the chin. Guess some women come to live in ho- 
tels 'cause they love their husbands so much they 
won't cook for 'em, while others think it a proper 
place to bring up a dog. There's so many of the 
last kind here now that the place looks like a dog 
show when they start to parade out for their 
ride in the park. John, the head porter, says 
that when he ain't being bitten by them, he's be- 
ing bitten by something else. He's only got one 
ambition now — to be a meal ticket for a blood- 
hound. 

My little friend Dorothea — the emphasis be- 
ing on the " e," like in tea when it's weak — says 
they're just darlings. She's the new stenog — 
or typist, as she calls it — I told you about, and 
with all her education, she oughta know. You 
«ce, we're real chummy now, and she's starting 
to tell me her troubles when she isn't reading 
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books, which Is 'most all the time. Says Marie 
Corelli and Hall Caine are her favorite English 
authors — they make her cry so. Sounds funny, 
doesn't it, when you know there's so many tears 
in life without shopping for 'em in a public li- 
brary? Of course I could figure out a person 
being so happy they'd want to read something 
sad just for variety, but her lot ain't so bright 
but what scouring powder would do some good. 
Poor little prlie, she had everything she wanted 
until her father, who was an inventor or some- 
thing, got sick and spent all he had trying to get 
well. That's why she started in here — hoping 
to earn enough to keep things a-going. 

So far as business goes, she's strictly on the job 
and doesn't do much chinning with the few cus- 
tomers she has. The young dear says she just 
hates men. Only I notice a rather husky, pink- 
faced chap standing around her on one foot now 
and then, but she gives me to understand that 
he's a friend of her father's. He must be pretty 
fond of the old gent from the way he looks at 
her — something like a bear, all ready to hug. 
Take it from me, though, love ain't as blind as 
they say — just nearsighted. 

Fixed up my old dress by taking off about six 
inches at the bottom of the skirt — they'll be 
wearing 'em as short as kilties next — and put- 
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ting a strip of fur around. Found the fur in a 
little place on the East Side for two dollars. 
First, the man wanted five and says it was seal, 
but I tells him his kind of seals walked on back 
fences every night, and he got wise to himself. 
Anyways, it looks all to the good, and it ain't my 
pet what's missing. 

When I blows in this morning, the boy at the 
door holds it open, thinking I'm a real paying 
guest. You know I had on new pumps and a 
hat — altering the old dress made that easy. 
Honest, Myrtle, it must be fine to have everything 
new all at once. Seems to me that by the time I 
gets a dress, the shoes is worn out, and by the 
time I gets shoes, the hat has passed away from 
general dilapidation. Mebbe, after all, things 
are no worse for me than for some dames who 
has to keep up with the fashion, wearing straw 
hats in winter and velvet ones in summer. Hap- 
piness, I guess, is just the way one has of looking 
at things. Strawberries, in July are just as good 
as strawberries in January; and Jimmie, wearing 
next to nothing and playing in the mud, is having 
more fun than RoUo, all dressed up and no place 
to go. 

Yours, 

Goldie. 
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Dear Myrtle: 

George came around last eve. I thought he 
had made his farewell appearance, but he's as bad 
as them actor people what are always coming 
back. He says that he was taking some civil* 
service examinations .and that studying to be a 
letter carrier is harder than studying to be a 
president. 

Anyways, the movies were some improvement 
on the night before, which was a sure-enough lit- 
erary at home for little Goldie. You remember 
me telling you about Dorothea being some book- 
ish. Well, she brought me down about five 
pounds of books the other day and asks me to 
read 'em. It was real nice of her, and you know 
ril try almost anything once. The first one was 
written by a party with a name that people would 
think you was choking to death if you tried to 
pronounce — Dostoevski, it says on the cover. 
I bet he was never mentioned much in polite so- 
ciety, and if he ever got pinched, they must have 
called him " John Doe." 

Starting in, it wasn't so bad — it was like stroll- 
ing through a graveyard on Christmas Eve — but 

8 
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as you went on, it gave you the willies something 
fierce. To listen to that man, you'd think there 
wasn't any such thing as sunshine and green fields 
and laughing children and happy mothers. 

Of course I didn't say much to the girlie about 
it, knowing her intentions were as good as all in- 
tentions. Besides, she says it was philosophy, 
though between you and me, I always thought 
that this philosophy stuff meant just trying not 
to be miserable when you felt you had a reason to 
be. Sort of like walking through the snow when 
your shoes leak and kidding yourself about it 
being as healthy as a nice warm foot bath. 

Honest, you'd think Dorothea would read 
something to give her a laugh now and then, see- 
ing that she's got troubles of her own, but the 
only time I ever notices her smiling is when that 
party in No. 711 sidles around. He's handsome, 
if you says it quick, and has rings around his eyes 
like men has when they're living like a race track. 
He doesn't look good to me, and he sends in 
so many calls for ice water sometimes that you'd 
think he had a pet polar bear in his room. They 
say he's some kind of a foreign count — you 
know the kind our best families collect — and he's 
more polite than our head waiter is when you re- 
serve a table for six. Personally, I'd rather 
have a man ugly, a little rough and awkward, 
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faithful, kind — ^ and nice in spite of it. I hints 
something like this to Dorothea, but she flares 
up right away. 

" He's a gentleman," she says, " and just tak- 
ing a friendly interest in me. Anyhow, he told 
me he was old enough to be my father." 

" Sure, he's old enough to be your father," I 
comes back, "but is he good enough? " 

And would you believe it. Myrtle, she didn't 
speak to me the rest of the day? She was even 
snippy to the young fellow who is always drop- 
ping in to see her and tell her how much he thinks 
of her father, I guess. Listen, dearie 1 Never 
knock any man to a sweet young thing — she'll 
think you're jealous and trying to win him for 
yourself. And praising him too much ain't very 
wise either, for then she'll be looking on his 
coat for a hair to see if it matches yours. Figur- 
ing out what a woman will do is about as easy as 
listening to your rich uncle tell that story of how 
he made his first dollar. 

Yours, 

Goldie. 
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Dear Myrtle: 

Haven't been feeling well since my last That 
new chef even insists on handing fancy eats to the 
help, and you know I wasn't raised with a palate 
like a peacock. Honest, girlie, that man c«n 
take a decent Irish potato, and by the time it gets 
to you, it's so colored and frilled up that it looks 
like some work of art and tastes about as good. 
You'd think that a baked potato could get by him 
unharmed, but not so. The other day I got one, 
and he'd put something in it that changed its 
whole nature. It's the same with eggs and meats 
and all sorts of vegetables — he makes every- 
thing taste like it's something else. Guess he's 
thrown out the salt and pepper and is sprinkling 
things with sachet powder. Well, I didn't know 
what was the matter with me until last evening, 
when I stopped to look in a delicatessen window, 
and when I comes out, I got a nickel's worth of 
every kind of meat they has in the place and a full- 
grown dill pickle. Talk about artl The warts 
on that pickle looked better to me than a month's 
board at Delmonico's. About the only art 
what'U ever mix up in my meals hereafter will be 

12 
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animal crackers, and I'm going to get my food 
from the kitchen plain, if I have to eat it raw. 

The funny part is that most of the guests here 
seem to think it the real thing, and pay all kinds 
of fancy prices for it. Not that they knows any 
more about what they're eating than I does, 'cause 
a fussy old dame the other day orders three kinds 
of soup, all innocent, and when it comes, she 
pretends not to be surprised and eats all three 
plates. So far as the names go, you're just as 
likely to get disguised chow-chow as cauliflowers 
all dressed up for a party. The only one who 
knows what's what is the chef, and he tells the 
waiters, and they have to take his word for it. 
I'll bet a lot of folks who make believe that it's 
the only kind of nourishment they ever had will 
be sneaking back to the cook when they gets home 
and begging for sdme good old ham and eggs. 
And say what you want. Myrtle, ham and eggs 
ain't never killed anybody yet. All these fancy 
dishes haven't been responsible for any presidents 
that I know of, and the kind of food his mother 
cooked for Abraham Lincoln oughta be good 
enough for any one. 

I was telling Dorothea about it, but she ups 
and says I'm all wrong. My, but she's the con- 
trary little thing, though, and seems to contradict 
me every time I open my mouth. However, I 
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don't argue with her any, and that keeps her from 
crying. She's certainly up against it — her fa- 
ther being paralyzed — and she's hoping that she 
will sell some invention of his that young fellow 
is helping her with, and then everything will be 
all right. I hope it does, for she ain't no more 
fit to work — being so delicate and softlike ^ — 
than I am to curl up on a couch all day, eating 
chocolates and reading novels. Work has saved 
more lives than all the doctors put together, but 
you got to start early and keep it up right along. 
Not working is responsible for more things than 
death — some of 'em being a blamed sight worse. 
You know you can't make a butterfly understudy 
for an eagle, and this poor girlie was made what 
she is by being kept indoors with nothing to do 
but study and read. What she needs is plenty 
of fresh air, and, thank goodness, that's some- 
thing the poor can get for nothing. 

Probably she hasn't got much time for that, 
though, 'cause she tells me that when she's through 
here, she runs right home to the father — 
" daddy," she calls him — and fixes something 
for him to eat. Afterward she reads to him and 
cheers him up about his invention, and then she's 
so tired she goes to bed. By the way, that count 
in No. 7 1 1 is still pussy-footing around her, and 
I don't like that He doesn't seem to have any 
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social connections, as they calls it, or know any 
one, for the only place he ever phones is 'way up 
in the Bronx somewheres. From the little bill he 
owes, I think the only thing he has to count is 
his name. 

Guess I'm feeling real sassy this eve on ac- 
count of that delicatessen fodder. George came 
around just in time to get a sandwich. He 
needed it, too, for he was all broke up and hadn't 
had any supper, 'cause he fell down on them 
civil-service examinations I was telling you about. 
He said he stayed in so long nights studying for 
it that he forgot all the names of the movie stars. 
Well, after learning all about what he thought 
letter carriers oughta know, he goes down to be 
examined, and they starts asking him questions 
about the Panama Canal, how to raise mush- 
rooms, the Constitution, the capital of Borneo, all 
the presidents' first names, the longest river, how 
far it is to the Milky Way, how many peas in a 
pod, who discovered Chicago, the distance from 
Pensacola to Baireuth, and a lot of other little 
things like that. George says if he was a letter 
carrier, he'd quit the job and rent himself out as 
a board of education. The only thing they didn't 
ask him was whether he could read and write. 

Yours, 

Goldte. 
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Dear 'Myrtle: 

The duchess has arrived, and IVe been so busy 
I couldn't talk to myself. Everybody what 
doesn't know her seems to be sitting right down 
to the phone and inviting her around to the house 
for dinner, and I bet the poor woman hasn't the 
time to do up her own hair right. Anyways, it 
looks like it when she comes down in the morning. 
Honest, girlie, I think only a duchess can afford to 
dress the way she does. If you or me did it, the 
servants would send us around to the back door. 
She wears the same suit every day, and at night 
doesn't wear much more than her title. You'd 
never think that she passed the butter to a king 
and waited to see if he'd take the last slice of 
bacon. Why, the first day, when all them re- 
porters and photographers was here, they thought 
the head clerk was kidding 'em when he whispers, 
" Here she comes 1 " She's right smart, anyhow, 
for when they asks her how her mistress is, she 
says, " Yes, sir," and, " No, sir," and tells 'em 
the duchess has got a headache, and never smiles 
once. When they wakes up, it's too late. 

After all, she's probably setting a good ex- 
17 
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ample to a lot of folks — even if she is a little 
untidy — 'cause if you'd see some of the parties 
what call on her, you'd have sore eyes for a 
week. Most of 'cm have on so many clothes 
you'd think trunks wasn't made to hold anything 
and they was going to stay for a week. And 
colors! Say, they're so loud you couldn't ac- 
company them on a piano. She must be having a 
laugh out of it all right. And there's one thing 
I like her for — that chef gets up some new dish 
for her lunch yesterday and names it after her. 
Pretty soon she sends it down and says tea and 
marmalade is good enough for her, and he has 
a fit and calls her a parvenu or something, and 
you know that ain't any name to call a duchess. 
Mebbe I'm sorry some one has set him back and 
mebbe notl 

Now I comes to think of it, we don't see much 
of the count since her arrival — except for his 
side-stepping around Dorothea now and then — 
and it looks like he can't stand competition. He 
seems to be spending most of his time away from 
the bar, and I guess he must be sick. I've paged 
him now several times, when a call has come 
from the Bronx, but he's been out. The party 
calling him was a woman, and the last time she 
appeared to think I wasn't any descendant of 
George Washington's. As for Dorothea, she 
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seems to think his nibs is as nice and kind as he 
don't look, and I know I put her on the wire 
yesterday with some one who had a twin voice to 
the count's. Anyhow, I hope she's not pulling 
any secret stuff with that bird, for mixing up 
with him is about as safe for her as jumping off 
of Brooklyn Bridge. It would be far better if 
she'd pay some attention to that nice lad who's 
trying to be something more than a friend of her 
father's, only I don't dare tell her, seeing she's 
as touchy as a prima donna has a right to be. 

Heard from Imogene to-day. You know her 
aunt took sick the other day, and she had to beat 
it back to the country. My but two weeks in the 
city has changed the little hick. She writes that 
just the one day she's been there has already given 
her the blues, and the crickets singing at night 
make her miserable. Any sensible girl. Myrtle, 
would change the song of the subway for the 
cricket stuff any day, but nobody ever slandered 
Imogene by saying she had sense. To read her 
letter, you'd believe she was exiled in Siberia, in- 
stead of being in a nice, comfortable home and 
sleeping in a real bed. What she needs is a good 
healthy slap on a spot not very near her wrist. 

Yours, 

Goldie, 
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Dear Myrtle: 

Went to a new kind of movie last night with 
the school-teacher in the front room, and it cer- 
tainly was interesting. Looking at the pictures, 
any one would believe they was up in the arctic 
regions throwing snowballs at the north pole. 
There was a bunch of them Eskimo eating blub- 
ber and kitchen soap and a whole lot of things 
that wasn't nailed down, and looking as if they 
liked it and wanted more. Being used to a thing 
makes all the difference — the poor things would 
probably turn up their snub noses at corn beef 
and cabbage, just as some other poor things do 
right here in the hotel. At that, them little folks 
up there would have some excuse — never having 
tasted it — but some of the guests here are simply 
trying to make themselves forget how it ever 
tasted, since they forced an entrance into society. 

Also, there was walruses and seals and polar 
bears, only they didn't look as fierce as they does 
on the circus posters. Most of 'em were that 
tame they didn't seem to know what a dangerous 
animal a man is. They would go around mind- 
ing their own business and their young, until some 

20 
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one would start shooting 'em, and then they'd 
run away if they could. Why, the men in the 
pictures even killed a mother bear, and then roped 
the poor little cub what was nosing all around her 
dead body and put it in a cage on the ship. That 
rather spoiled the rest for me, 'cause it seemed 
so useless. 

Well, it made me forget my little trouble and 
stop worrying about Dorothea. She's been tell- 
ing me lately that the thing her father invented is 
almost sold, and all through that young chap who 
comes to see her right along. I was so pleased 
to hear it that I sat around daydreaming about 
her telling her job good-by and going off and 
marrying the lad who helped bring it about — 
a sort of romance made to order and guaranteed 
to please. I suppose one should never count 
their chickens if they want to stay friends with 
their neighbors, for to-day I spots her whispering 
with that count. She was all flushed and excited, 
and I sees her pass him some papers. He puts 
'em in his pocket, after a suspicious look at me, 
and then whispers some more and beats it. 

" Say, dearie," I says, gentlelike, after he goes, 
" I don't want to butt in, but I wouldn't be hand- 
ing that bird anything more valuable than a glass 
of ice water if I was you." 

I wish you'd seen her, Myrtle. She turns on 
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me with her eyes snapping and her face whiter 
than it usually is. 

" You're presumptuous," she says in a sharp 
little voice, " and ill bred, or you wouldn't be 
watching others and interfering in their business." 

" Don't mind me, Dorothea," I remarks even 
more gentle. " Only you'll learn some day I'm 
your friend, and when you comes to me, I won't 
even say I told you so." 

That sort of touches her a little, and I could 
see she was pretty near crying. 

" I'm sorry," she replies, her lips trembling. 
" But you don't understand the business I have in 
hand like I do — you couldn't possibly." 

" I knows I'm thick," I comes back, kind of 
miffed, '' and so is a good blanket, but that 
doesn't keep it from being safe and sure." 

Mebbe I would have said some more, only her 
husky pink-faced friend comes along just then to 
take her home. He has a good deal to say to 
her as they walk out, but she's acting indifferent- 
like, not paying any attention and pretending to 
have her mind on bigger things. 

Having your head in the clouds doesn't do 
much harm. Myrtle. It's coming down to earth 
that hurts. 

Yours, 

Goldie. 
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Dear Myrtle: 

Guess you think I want to be mentioned in your 
will — writing another letter so soon. Well, I 
just have to talk to some one, and what are 
friends for unless it's to listen to your tales of 
woe? The best friend you've got is always the 
one who is the best listener — that's why so many 
girls marry simps who can't talk any. They 
know their hubbies won't never interrupt unless 
it's to yawn. 

Anyways, girlie, all my troubles is somebody 
else's, as usual, and the count and Dorothea and 
the young chap I've been telling you about is all 
mixed up in it. You remember about my sus- 
picions of his noble nibs in No. 711, and that 
he was sashaying around the little girl more than 
was good for her. Of course it was only a hunch, 
but something happens this morning, soon after 
I comes on, that makes me think there's some- 
thing wrong with the count besides his shifty 
eyes. It's about nine o'clock when a call comes 
for him, and I recognizes the voice right away. 
It's that woman what is always phoning from 
the Bronx. I tells her that he is out and hi^ 
left word that he won't be back till late in the 
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day, and then she gets peeved and acts as if she 
knows he's around and getting me to stall for 
him. 

" Young lady," she says, all flustered, before 
she hangs up, " you leave word for him that he'd 
better come out to the Southern Boulevard this 
evening or that some one will come down to see 
him. Better write it down, so there's no mis- 
take.'' 

" Very well, madam," I says innocent-like, and 
all the time thinking* quick* ** I will leave the 
message in his box." 

I was pretty sure that a woman has to be at 
least a mother-in-law to hand it to a man that 
way, so when she rings off, my curiosity gets the 
best of me and I locates the call. It's in the 
Bronx all right, and comes from an apartment 
hoilse on One Hundred and Eighty-first Street. 
Well, that was only the first chapter, as them story 
writers say, and the second comes along about 
noon, when a messenger boy creeps in and hands 
Dorothea a note. She reads it carefullike and 
then takes a long package out of her hand bag 
and gives it to the boy. I wouldn't have paid so 
much attention to it, only he doesn't go out right 
away, but makes for the desk. In about five 
minutes, he hikes past with a grip and an um- 
brella with a curious ivory handle. 



Digitized by 



Google 



26 " THE LINE'S BUSY ! " 

I knew that all right, so I turns to Dorothea. 

" It looks as if the count's moving, dearie." 

"What do you mean?" she asks, some 
startled. 

" Why, that boy who brought you a message 
just now went out with his majesty's bag and um- 
brella." 

"Indeed?" she says, trying to appear indif- 
ferent, but I could see right away she was plumb 
worried. 

Who breezes in at that minute but the young 
man she calls Harry. He's pinker than ever, 
and his blue eyes is all flashing with excitement, 
as he makes for her. She sees him coming and 
then looks away, but he keeps right on coming. 
You can tell by his face he's very prpud of some- 
thing he's done and some anxious to tell her. 

" Dorothea," he says all out of breath, as he 
reached her little desk, " everything is all right 
— I've put the deal through." 

" Is that so? " she lisps, a little cold. " How- 
ever, I don't think I'll accept it. Another friend 
is going to sell it for a much larger sum." 

" Why, er — I don't understand," he says, 
puzzled. Then he lowers his voice, which had 
begun to grow loud, and bends over her. 

Whatever the talk is after that, he doesn't seem 
to get much satisfaction out of it, and when he 
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' HE SPOKE AS IF HE WAS FIRST COUSIN TO 80 MANY MICROBES AND 
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leaves, he looks as if he'd lost his last friend. 

Believe me, Myrtle, I was certainly sorry for 
that lad, because he's on the level and thinks 
more of her than she does of herself, and that's 
going some. Just to see him look at her would 
tell you where he stands, and the chances are she 
wouldn't be so snippy with him now if it wasn't 
for that count making up to her. Next to the 
party what gives you brotherly advice, the one who 
offers to treat you like a father is the worst. I 
knows, girlie, cause I've escaped being adopted 
several times. Always told 'em I was so used to 
being an orphan that any sudden change would be 
bad for my health. 

I must have been sitting there an hour trying 
to figure things out and telling several thousand 
people that the duchess is in Newport, when our 
old friend the major blows in. He's been to 
some hot springs, taking all sorts of treatment^ 
and he says he's been cooked and parboiled so 
much he wouldn't dare go near them Fiji Islands. 
It was interesting at iirst, but he spoke as if he 
was first cousin to so many microbes and germs 
that I began to get nervous. Honest, Myrtle, if 
you'd listen to him a few minutes, you'd rather 
drink a bucket of stale arsenic than a glass of 
milk what has been exposed five minutes. 

rYou know kidding with the major made me 
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forget all about Dorothea for a time, so when I 
turns around, after he leaves, I was surprised to 
see her crying. 

" Why, dearie," I asks, " what's the matter? '' 

She didn't answer for some time, and when she 
does, I couldn't make it out. After a while, I 
gets it that she's worried about that count not 
showing up. And then it all comes out. Her 
father has invented some sort of explosive shell, 
and several concerns are after it, 'cause he won't 
sell it to no foreign country. In some way, the 
count finds it out and talks her into giving him 
the plans, 'cause he says he can get her much 
more for 'em than her friend Harry has been 
offered. That was what she gave the messenger 
boy, and the count had promised her faithfully to 
bring her a check at four o'clock and get her 
receipt, and it was going on six by then. 

'* Would it be easy for any one to copy them 
plans? " I asks. 

" Yes," she whispers. 

I didn't wait for no more, but got in touch with 
the room clerk. Sure enough, his nibs had 
settled the bill for No. 711 and left. Then I in- 
quires if the message I wrote was still in his 
box, but it's gone and that gives me some hope. 

"Where's your young friend?" I asks. 

"You mean Harry — tt — Mr. Spencer?" 
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" The very party," I comes back sarcastic. 

'^ At his place of business, I presume. I don't 
know whether he'll call for me as usual this 
evening." 

"We'll get him on the wire," I says, calling 
up the office where he works. 

Well, I must have said about three words to 
that young man when he had his hat on and 
started our way. 

By the time he arrives, I'm ready to stop for 
the day, and I leads him and Dorothea out 
through the side way. No one says a word for 
some time, and it's not until we reaches Madison 
Square and sit down on a bench that any one 
talks. Then I lays the whole thing before that 
Harry boy. He's got sand all right, for he never 
batted an eye while I tells the story. Then I 
gives him the address in the Bronx. It's only a 
chance, but worth going after. He starts up 
right away, and it's all I can do to induce him to 
take a plain-clothes man along with him. 

After that, I has my hands full, getting Dor- 
othea to the little flat where she lives. Finally 
she controls her feelings so she won't upset her 
father. Take it from me, I'm going to have a 
hard time sleeping to-night, girlie. Anxiety is 
worse than the hives. Yours, 

Goldie. 



Digitized by 



Google 



Dear Myrtle: 

I know the strain must be something terrible 
on you as it was on me, for a woman's curiosity is 
an awful curse. I was getting up in my sleep 
all night, and once I found myself dressing, and 
it only three a. m. Finally daylight comes along, 
and I makes a bee line for the breakfast table, 
before the cook has put fresh water in the coffee 
from the night before. I was simply wasting 
time, 'cause I couldn't eat anything, anyhow. 

Well, I two-steps out and starts for the big 
hote, getting my morning newspaper on the way. 
Would you believe it, girlie, the first thing strikes 
my eye on the front page is: 

SPY ARRESTED WITH AMERICAN 
INVENTOR'S PLANS 

HEADQUARTERS MEN CAPTURE " COUNT " IN 
FURNISHED FLAT IN BRONX 

And there was the whole story about Harry 
and the police arriving there just as he was mak- 
ing off with his wife. The secret-service men 
had been trying to locate him for weeks, but the 
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local police had put it over on them, the paper 
says. 

Believe me, I was some tickled when I arrives 
at my little switchboard. Dorothea isn't there, 
though, and it's eleven o'clock before she comes 
in. She looked some frightened, but there was 
a glad light in her eyes, and when she sees me, 
they kind of fills up. 

" Dear Goldie 1 " she says softly. " Dear 
Goldie ! ** And then she starts crjdng. 

I thought it was best to leave her alone and 
collect herself, and ft wasn't until the Harry boy 
blew in that I paid any attention. He didn't ap- 
pear to see me, and I didn't blame him. He had 
only eyes for her. 

She pretends all at once to be busy with a let- 
ter as he bends over her and starts to talk real 
earnest, like his heart is in what he's saying. I 
guess she was making all sorts of mistakes in that 
important letter, for she pulls it out impatiently 
and puts another sheet in. 

" Will you? " I can hear him saying in a husky 
voice. "Will you?" But she keeps right on 
typewriting. 

Then suddenly her fingers stop, and she lowers 
her head and starts to cry. Well, the boy looks 
all broke up and starts to turn away. Suddenly 
his face lighted up, because his eye seemed to 
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catch something on the letter she was writing, and 
the next minute he had her in his arms. 

** Come on home, dear," he says, all choking. 
" Everything's all right now." 

I sit there just thinking for a long time, 
Myrtle, and then I notices the sheet of paper in 
the machine. Here is what it says: 

mr? HARry sPenoer 
Dear siR; 

Your kind proposition is aooeptxd and I hope that our 
partn eiship will be long and happy. 

Your s trully 

DOOTHI A 

What do you think of that? 

Yours, 

Goldic. 
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Dear Myrtle: 

Guess you're wondering why you haven't heard 
from your little Goldie before. I would have 
written sooner, only there's been a convention go- 
ing on, and I got a sprained wrist taking tips. 
Engineers they was, from all over, and they had 
swell banquets and doings, and acted as if they 
was trying to wreck the whole town, so they could 
build it up again all nice and new. I was so 
hoarse yesterday that one party insists I was his 
friend Jack trying to kid him. Anyways, on my 
way home, I buys a box of them lozenges all the 
opera singers nibbles between the acts, and hon- 
est, girlie, I must have a grand voice, 'cause they 
fixed me up all right. Mebbe that's handing you 
a laugh, but there's many a girl warbling " ham 
and " who could sing Lucia whatever-it-is if she 
had a chance. 

Well, things would be pretty dull today, only 
there's a young million-bucks arrived at the big 
bote. His name's Jinks, and he looks like a nice 
sort of boy when he's home, but here he's leading 
a sort of six-cylinder life. Got the suite that that 
prince slept in, or was supposed to sleep in, and he 
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can get all the money they has at the desk quicker 
than most guests can a cold smile. Talk about 
service 1 All he has to do is to look like he wants 
something, and it's there right away. Even at 
that, with all his money, he's not a bit fresh. 
Why, when he hands you a dollar, he does it so 
you think you're doing him a favor by taking it. 
Real manners, I calls it. 

There's some difference, though, between him 
and one of them too-handsome chaps he pals 
around with. This young Jinks talks to you like 
you was just as good as he is, but his friend acts 
as if you didn't belong on the same earth with 
him. I don't see where he comes to pull that 
stuff, either, for it seems to me that he's using his 
young friend for a meal ticket. I know he 
talked a minute over this morning, and I taxes him 
for two calls. Believe me, he made as much 
noise as one of them automobiles what are never 
mentioned in polite society, and then waits for 
his nickel change. 

Saw a five-reeler last night in one of them open- 
air movies, where it rains just as the villain is 
shoving the girl over the precipice. George was 
standing treat, and he certainly enjoyed it. It 
was all about a poor clerk what saves his em- 
ployer's daughter from drowning and then saves 
the works from fire or something. Say, George 



Digitized by 



Google 



36 " THE LINE'S BUSY ! '' 

was looking so inspired, when he comes out, that 
I was afraid he was going up and slap his boss 
on the back the next morning. 

I brought him to all right, girlie, after he 
passes four ice-cream places without paying any 
attention* 

Yours, 

Goldie. 
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Dear Myrtle: 

It's been so lonesome around here that IVe got 
in the habit of talking to myself, and I never was 
a good listener. Even that old major in No. 69 
would have been welcome company, and you know 
he never chatters about anything but all them ail- 
ments he's suffering from. Honest, Myrtle, I 
never knew any one could be sick in so many 
places at once until I met him. He got real 
cheerful telling me about it the last time, and 
looked almost well before he finished. I suppose 
he wouldn't be happy unless he was sick. 

Well, 'it was just my luck that he wasn't around 
to-day — probably was off somewhere trying to 
collect some new diseases — and I was beginning 
to get the willies for sure when who breezes 
along but that young Jinks party. Say, all he 
needed was a band to make him look like a pa- 
rade, there was that many following him in to 
lunch. After a while, he comes out and keeps 
me busy about a half hour calling up others to 
come and take dinner. I bet he's some little re- 
lief conmiittec for a lot of people — trying to 
be a good fellow and only being a good thing. 
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After what I sees of a lot of rich men's sons, 
it certainly gets me guessing. All that highbrow 
stuff about heredity and eugenics and such things 
doesn't seem to count for much after all. Guess 
luxury is just about as bad for the system as pov- 
erty. Some folks have their breakfasts in bed un- 
til they're sent to the hospital, while others have to 
get in a hpspital to have their breakfasts in bed. 

Anyhow, I'm just sitting there thinking, while 
making connections for Jinksie, when who takes 
notice of little me but his handsome friend. He 
sort of sidles up and hands me a pleasant look. 

" It must be tiresome," he remarks, " doing 
that all day." 

" Not half as bad as doing nothing all day," 
I answers. 

" That's quite true," he say«, softlikc. " But 
you ought to take a little ride in the evening now 
and then." 

"Did you ever read them rubber-heel ads?" 
I asks. 

" No," he answers. " What do they say? " 

" ' Walking's good for the health.' That's my 
motto." 

He gets off a funny little laugh at that, and was 
going to say something more, only Jinksie comes 
over to pay for his calls. Then his handsome- 
ness turns his back and acts as if he'd never 
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seen me in all his life. You know you never 
can trust a bird like that, Myrtle. Besides, 
there's something about this party what makes 
me think he's about as crooked as a broken bed 
spring, and just as comfortable for the feelings. 
That's all the news, girlie, except that a danc- 
ing floor is being put down in the main dining 
room. Pierre says it's so the patrons can en- 
joy their meals nice and quiet, and rest between 
the courses. 

Yours, 

Goldie. 
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Dear Myrtle: 

Just an open line to say " hello " and hope 
you are doing better. Got a letter from Imogene 
to-day. You remember — the girl who was 
here two weeks and had to go back to the 
country 'cause her aunt wasn't well. Says she's 
just crazy to get back, and I guess that's the 
proper word, for when she was here, she was 
working all day and dancing all night. The only 
sleep she ever got was riding to work on the sub- 
way. Funny, what some people calls life. Up 
there she's existing on three sure-enough meals 
a day, while down here she was getting strong 
and husky on such nourishing things as sinkers 
and coffee. Well, if she was looking for sym- 
pathy from me, she got it like the Giants got the 
pennant last year. I tells her I wish I had her 
chances. I'd go up and kiss a cow on the face 
to get some fresh milk. 

Talking about dancing, the new floor has got 
the crowd a-coming, and honest, Myrtle, a week 
ago the hotel was so empty it made an echo. 
Why, some of 'em come around right after break- 
fast, complaining 'cause the orchestra ain't work- 
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ing, and they don't all look loony, cither. Pierre 
let me slip up and look it over, opening night, 
and take it from me, I was some surprised. Of 
course I expected to see a lot of tango tots 
sashaying around — the kind girls use for danc- 
ing only — but I never expected to see a bunch 
of old boobs hobbling about like they has St. 
Vitus. Believe me or not, dearie, there was 
some nice, quiet old parties there you'd think 
would be home in bed with their teeth in a glass 
of water. And there they was just killing them- 
selves with pleasure and trying to kid Old Man 
Time himself. It was so funny it almost made 
you cry. 

Guess Jinksie has the bug, too, for he's been 
one-stepping in and out with one of them tall, 
cold-looking dolls, who's a Titian just now. She's 
all dressed up in things that Paris will be wearing 
next year, only she looks as if she wasn't quite 
used to 'em. Anyways, she's got so much jew- 
elry she has rings on her thumbs, and she parades 
in last evening wearing slippers with diamond- 
studded heels. Jinksie seems real proud of her. 
They tells me his old man left him a few rail- 
roads, and that he just escaped from college. 
Perhaps that's why. 

Mebbe dancing will do him some good, for 
he hasn't been behaving any too well lately. 
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Most of the time he smells like them spIce-laden 
breezes o' the Orient you hears tell about, he*s 
chewing cloves so much. Besides all the money 
he gets at the desk, he's sending drafts down 
home for more every other day. Why, what 
that boy calls a bank roll would look the size of 
a bale of cotton to you and me. Believe me, 
girlie, if money grew on trees, as they used to 
say, he'd need Yellowstone Park for a conserva- 
tory. 

George didn't come around this eve, and I 
missed a nice bus ride. Mebbe he phoned the 
corner drug store, and that new clerk wouldn't 
run a few blocks to call me. Well, I'm going 
over there now and buy a stamp, and ask him 
what he means treating customers that way. 

Yours, 

Goldie. 
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Dear Myrtle: 

Still tired from yesterday's doings, only I can't 
wait to hand you the laugh. Remember me tell- 
ing you about George falling down on a date? 
The reason was that his married sister and her 
kiddies blew Into town to see the sights, and he 
had to meet 'em at the boat. Anyways, he rings 
me up and begs me to get a day o£F and take 'em 
around, 'cause he's in bad with his boss, and 
doesn't dare. Well, you know me, girlie. I'm 
always there with the helping hand, no matter 
how much it's been lacerated in the past. 

To make a long story short, I meets her and 
the five little ones — five of 'em, mind you — 
and we starts out and takes in the Aquarium and 
Statue of Liberty and other things what people 
who live here never sees. She was real nice, and 
treated me like a relative right away. Let me 
have the children all to myself — also the pleas- 
ure of looking after 'em. Mebbe George 
thought she might help him with me, after I 
turned down his last proposal, and mebbe not; 
but if he did, he's thinking badcwards. Why, 
what I went through would knock the man out 
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of romance any time. I love kiddies, all right, 
but I guess five all at once is too much for yours 
truly. Besides spoiling my Sunday best and my 
temper, they got popcorn in my hair. If George 
ever stood a chance, he lost it then and there. 

Somehow or other, we all got back safe and 
sound, though it took a bunch of traffic police- 
men and conductors and innocent bystanders to 
do it. By that time, what from lugging two of 
the dearies who went to sleep early and making 
a hearty lunch on peanuts and lemonade, I was 
so weak I couldn't even whistle for help. Any- 
how, she thanks me nicely and tells me she has 
so much pleasure being with her children always 
that she likes to let others enjoy themselves once 
in a while. Honest, I think she believed it her- 
self! 

I was so cross to-day that when I calls No. 713, 
he thinks his wife is back from California — said 
it sounded just like her. Even the old major 
notices it and brings down so much medicine that 
some fresh simp pretends to think we're opening 
a drug store, and asks me politelike for some 
shaving soap. I just couldn't help laughing, and 
that peeves the major and he takes it all away, to 
let me die without any first aid. 

When your disposition is bad, every one seems 
to leave you alone with it, don't they? I know, 
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because that's what happened in my case, and I 
was getting sort of drowsy when I hears some- 
thing what makes me sit up and take notice. 

" S-s-sh ! Not so loud. My name's Sylvester 
here," said a voice, and even before I looked 
around the switchboard, I knew it was Jinksie's 
handsome friend. 

He was standing there with a busy-looking little 
man. They weren't paying any attention to 
me — probably thought I was asleep. So, I 
thinks to myself, you're one of them parties with 
aliases, are you? 

"Well, you didn't tell me," the other com- 
plains. " You know I always — " 

" That's all right," says the Sylvester bird, in- 
terrupting. " The main thing is I've got to get 
a larger commission on those pearls, or I'll take 
Jinks somewhere else." 

" Why, I've given you sbc hundred already on 
the other stuff, and ten per cent is all we can al- 
low, at those prices." 

" Then raise the prices. He won't know the 
difference. I tell you I must have two thousand 
out of this. If you can't do it, some one else 
will" 

"AU right," says the little chap. "But I 
don't like charging so much. It's like highway 
robbery, and gives the firm a bad name." 
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** You fool, you ! He won't have *em twenty- 
four hours,*' says Sylvester, angrylike. " Now 
you see that I get mine promptly." 

Then they sort of walks away, still chinning, 
' and I don't hear any more. It was enough, any- 
way, to show me that my hunch was right about 
Jinksie's handsome friend. He appeared too 
perfect to be true — like one of them five-and- 
ten-cent-store rings, what looks better than the 
real thing while they last and then leaves a blade 
mark. Probably takes all sorts of people to 
make up a world. If it wasn't for parties like 
Sylvester, there wouldn't be any police. Then 
every one would have to do their own housework 
and cookin£(. 

Yours, 

Goldie. 
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Dear Myrtle: 

Went to a real show last night, and I certainly 
did enjoy it Guess it ain't an awful hit, 'cause 
the management sent around a bundle of passes 
for every one in the place, to kind of fill up the 
house. Well, I couldn't never tell you what it 
was all about, except there was a young lieutenant 
singing about his love to a princess party every 
time there was any moonlight. It didn't seem 
quite natural to me, him loving her so much and 
letting her come out in the park at night with 
next to nothing on. To me, girlie, it always 
seemed that the right man is the one who asks 
if you've got your rubbers on — not the one who 
lets your feet get soaking wet while he feeds you 
candy and tender words. 

Anyways, it was all to the good, and there was 
some tunes in it you could whistle, they was so 
familiarlike. Once or twice I thought I was go- 
ing to get wise to the plot, when the funny Irish- 
man was talking to the funny Dutchman, but 
then the merry-merry would come on and give an 
imitation of a lingerie counter lost in a cyclone. 
And that chorus was all action, believe me- — 

so 
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you almost lost your breath just watching *em. 
It was some show, all right, and everybody in 
the audience was applauding most of the time, 
except a few parties who acted as if they'd paid 
two dollars. 

I was so cheerful to-day that I didn't mind it a 
bit when that old crusty in No. 600 calls me down 
for ordering dry toast when he wanted milk toast. 
You know he only has two teeth, and they don't 
hit. Well, he carries on something fierce, and 
was so excited you couldn't understand him — 
sounded like he was talking with his tonsils. But 
I just jollies him along, and tells him about the 
show with all them perfect thirty-sixes. Pretty 
soon he's laughing and saying things, trying to 
make me believe he's a perfect devil. 

And now for the society news, Myrtle, 'cause 
I know you always turns to that page first in the 
Sunday papers. Who do you think has arrived 
at the big bote but Jinksie's mother, and John, 
the head porter, says, after carrying up her 
trunks, that he ain't worked so hard since that 
convention was here. At that, she's a fine old 
party, very proud and haughtylike, except when 
she's looking at Jinksie. Then she sort of 
softens and don't look like them pictures of 
empress dowagers what you see. Besides her 
maid, there's a young party with her who isn't any 
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daughter or relation, from all I hears. She's 
one of them soft cuties who make you think of 
the kind o' mothers they has — nice, sweet old 
ladies who sit around knitting things for the poo*- 
and making soup for the sick. You know what I 
mean — the kind who believe that everybody else 
is just as nice as they are. 

From what I sees, I figure out that Mrs. Jinks 
is worried about her wandering boy, and has 
come here to try and wean him away from the 
bright lights. Outside of the first day, he's been 
ducking her and the girlie, and that Sylvester 
along with him. I'd like to let her know that 
the pal Jinksie's chunmiing with is about as much 
on the level as the Rocky Mountains, only «he 
probably wouldn't listen to me, and, after all, I 
got my little job to look after. Sometimes tell- 
ing people what they don't want to hear does you 
as much good as standing on a burning deck! 

I almost forgets to tell you that Dottie blew 
in right after lunch. My, she was looking sassy, 
and acting that wise you'd think Forty-second 
and Broadway was a hayfield to her. Poor little 
simp I She's as wise as a turtledove and about 
as lazy. 

*' Hello, Goldie ! " she pipes, kissing me so 
hard any one would know she wasn't my sister. 

" Why, Dottie 1 " I says. " How are you? " 
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" So-so,'* she answers smartlike. " Only I'm 
still looking for a position." 

" They're hard to find," I says, in a joking way. 
" Jobs are much easier," 

I knew it would miss her a mile. 

" Well, so long, dearie," she sings. " I gotta 
hurry, 'cause my gentleman friend is waiting out- 
side with his roadster." 

"His whatster?" I asks, very simple. 

" Why, er — his racing auto, silly." 

" That's a good way to look for a job — 
through a wind shield." 

" You don't understand, you old slowpoke," 
she says, flushing, as she skips away. " I do be- 
lieve you're jealous." 

Tell me, what can you say to a girl who has 
just found out that gasoline is good for some- 
thing besides cleaning gloves? Besides, you 
know that Dottie always did think make-up was 
better for the complexion than exercise. Lord 
knows, Myrtle, I ain't knocking her, 'cause I'm 
her friend. And when it comes to friends, she 
needs more than a presidential candidate to look 
after her I 

Yours, 

Goldie. 
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Dear Myrtle: 

Was so tired last night I couldn't write — even 
missed the seventeenth episode of the " Adven- 
tures of Angela," and it has a movie hero in 
it who doesn't look like he's a barber. He's got 
straight hair, and you know most of 'em has you 
thinking that they're using permanent Marcel 
wavers every night. If producers keep hand- 
ing them curly heads to the movie fans, the time 
will come when an actor will have to be as bald 
as a Mexican mutt to make a hit with the public. 
Right now they're putting a new one across al- 
most every day. All you have to have is a head 
looking like a busted mattress and fixed up pom- 
padour, and you gets engaged. Honest, I saw 
one boob last week, with his neck shaved round, 
come on with a Tuxedo coat and a silk hat. Any 
one would know it's all wrong, just from reading 
about what a man oughta wear in the programs. 

Well, what I started out to tell you was that 
I've been so rushed that I'm glad to get to my 
little old two-by-four when the whistle blows. 
Since the " the dansant/' as they calls it, started, 
the place has been as busy as a burning beehive. 
By the way, that's some name — the dansant — 
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ain't it, girlie? It's like calling old-fashioned 
beef stew a ragout of something or other, the 
only difference being about sixty cents. 

It wouldn't surprise me much, however, if we 
lost some of our old guests through it. Even the 
major's talking about leaving. Says that music 
has him sashaying in his sleep all night — also 
the cooking's bad. Didn't I tell you before that 
the major has taken up a nut diet — you can call 
it that two ways — and has gone in for peanut 
soup and walnut pot roast and such satisfying 
things? The other day, he found a bone in one 
of his nut dishes, and he carried on as if it be- 
longed to some mummy about two thousand years 
old. Accused the management of more crimes 
than Jesse James ever thought of, and there's one 
thing I know^ — ^if the maje doesn't leave, the 
chef will. 

Jinksie's mother is still with us, though we 
don't see much of him. He appears to be gal- 
livanting around and keeping away as much as 
possible. Last night he wasn't here at all, be- 
cause this morning, when I comes in, she asks 
me to ring up his rooms and see if he's returned 
yet. Her voice was all tired, and I just bet the 
old dearie sat up the night waiting for her boy. 
Millions don't seem to make such a difference in 
mothers, anyhow, bless 'em! 
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Later in the day, he calls up and asks me, con- 
fidentiallike, if his mother is worried much. His 
voice wasn't very steady, and he didn't talk nat- 
ural. Any experienced operator could guess 
what was the matter right away. Anyhow, I 
tells him what happened, and he mumbles some- 
thing about straightening up and coming over, 
but before I can say anything more, he has hung 
the receiver up. I don't believe in rough stuff, 
but that young party needs a strong and brutal 
father about as bad as any one ever did. He's 
probably all right at the bottom, but the top is 
where the brains Is. 

Got to quit bothering about other people's 
troubles, 'cause I've got some of my own. That 
hand laundry tore one of my waists in the ma- 
chinery and sent the other one to some one else 
by mistake. I got a forty-four — and what 
they'll get from me in the morning I'm too much 
of a lady to say. 

Yours, 

Goldie. 
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Dear Myrtle: 

Talking about three-reel adventures, yours 
truly has had hers and, believe me, one reel is a 
plenty for any one with a nervous temperament 
like mine. It all came about through Jinksie and 
the dangers of a great city he's been trying to 
make a collection of. When it comes to human 
nature, that boy is about as wise as a stuffed owl. 
I guess he spent so many years studying all about 
dead ones that he never gave a thought to the 
live ones. Anyways, he's learned his first lesson, 
and moved up from the foot of the class. 

You know yesterday was the third day that he 
didn't show up, and his mother and the girlie with 
her was that worried they has all their meals sent 
up and never leaves the telephone. Just sitting 
there and crying to each other, I suppose — 
waiting for word from him. About every hour, 
one of 'em would call me and ask if he's come in 
yet, and when I says no, they sighs, like, and 
hangs up the receiver. Honest, I was all broke 
up, like a doll after Christmas, thinking of the 
proud old dear and what she was going through 
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for that unspanked son. It must be the natural 
thing for mothers to suffer — just to keep the 
world from going to the bad. 

Well, the whole day passed that way, and it 
must have been about quitting time for me, when 
I jumps as if a mouse had broken loose in the 
place. I has one eye on the clock and the other 
on the signals, and was plugging in for the last 
time, when a voice comes over the wire. It was 
the voice of Jinksie, but my, how changed I He 
starts talking to me in a rambling way, and all 
the time I can hear a lot of tango music and figure 
in what kind of a place he is. Finally, I makes 
it oiit that he wants a boy sent up to his rooms 
and have some things packed quick and handy as 
if he was going on a little trip. The grip is to 
be sent to the Grand Central Depot for nine 
o'clock. 

After he gets this off his chest, I ups and tells 
him about his mother and the girlie and bawls 
him out some, though Lord knows it was none of 
my business. He tries to jolly me into telling 
her some fairy tale, but I renigs and, before he 
knows what Fm doing, I've got her on the wire 
and says : 

" Mr. Jinks is calling, ma'am ! " 

I was that flustered after that. Myrtle, I didn't 
know what I was doing. I gets up to give my 
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seat to Evelyn, who's relieving me, and discovers 
I still has the headpiece on. She's giving me the 
laugh, and I'm trying to take it off, when sud- 
denly I hears Jinksie speaking. Though I didn't 
intend to listen, what he says makes me suspicious 
right away. 

" I'll be home, momsie, in a little while," he's 
telling her. " I'm in a friend's office now, 'tend- 
ing to some business." 

I knew that wasn't so, for they don't have or- 
chestras in offices just yet, and if he was coming 
back soon, what did he want with them things at 
the depot? I was so excited I almost shoved 
Evelyn out of the chair. 

** Gimme the board a while, dear," I says. 

In about a minute, the light goes down, and 
that means he's finished. And in less than an- 
other minute, I has the call located. It comes 
from that all-night place — the Half Moon — 
you read about being raided so much. That's a 
nice dump for him to be in, I says to myself, and 
right away I makes up my mind. I plugs in on 
Mrs. Jinks' wire, and she comes on. 

" Hello," she says, and her voice sounds like 
it's her first day out of a sick bed. 

"Are you through talking to the Half 
Moon?" I asks, most innocent. 

"The what?" she asks back. 
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"Manhattan 2 10 1" I answers. "The Half 
Moon I" 

" Why, that was an office talking to me 1 " 

" Oh, no, ma'am — that was a cabaret." 

" Young lady," she remarks, sudden and deter- 
minedlike, " just you wait till I come downstairs. 
I want to talk to you." 

It isn't very long before she comes from the 
elevator, all dressed up to go out, and that little 
girlie with her. You could see she was all up- 
set, but holding her head up just the same. 
Pretty soon we're in the waiting room, and I'm 
telling her all about the grip what's scheduled 
for the Grand Central for nine sharp. 

She bites her lip at this. 

"Where is this place you speak of?" she In- 
quires. 

I tells her I'll look it up, and when I returns, 
she's got a taxi waiting and is all ready. 

"I'll deem it a great favor, miss," she says, 
" if you'll come with us." 

" Very glad to," I replies. " But don't you 
think we oughta have a man with us? " 

" Bother with the men! " she snaps, all impa- 
tient. " Besides, we can use the chauffeur." 

Anyhow, as we gets in, I sees that the driver 
is Henry, what used to be a racer till he was all 
smashed up, and I feels more comfortable. I 
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explains to him, through a little hole in the glass, 
as we spins along, and when we arrives at the 
Half Moon, he's all wise. He stops at the side, 
and, after taking off his duster, leads us in. 
Well, we walk all around the place, pretending 
we're looking for friends, but we sees no Jinksie. 
We're about to give it up and go out when we 
hears some one laughing sort of sillylike. Mrs. 
Jinks stops dead sudden where she is, and then 
she spies a little corner, all curtained off, and 
makes for it so fast we have a hard time keeping 
up. 

And when she pulls them curtains aside, there 
was Jinksie, handsome Sylvester, and that cold- 
looking doll with all that jewelry what the boy 
used to chase around with. You'd thought one 
of them forty-two-meter shells had been mailed 
to 'em by mistake, they was that startled. She's 
waving some legal paper in the air, that crooked 
bird is smiling, and the boy's looking plain fool- 
ish, when we join in. You could see at a glance 
that Jinksie was all in, but the other two knew 
what they was doing. 

For a minute, mebbe, nobody says anything, 
and then Mrs. Jinks speaks up. 

" Sonny 1 " That was all she says, but all a 
mother's love was in that word. It sounded as 
if she was talking to a little baby what was sick 
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and needed her. Gee, it made me wish we all 
had mothers! 

The boy, he don't say anything — just hangs 
his head. But suddenly the woman cries out in 
a nasty way: 

" Harry, who is this old dame butting in here, 
spoiling dur party?" You wouldn't think a 
woman in the world could do it, after hearing 
that mother speak to her boy. 

And then a funny thing happens. That boy 
Jinksie gets right to his feet and looks at her as 
if he'd suddenly come out of a trance. He's all 
white, and his hand is shaking, but his voice is 
like ice. 

" My mother," he says, and turns to us. 
" Come, momsie. This is no place for you 1 " 
He didn't see the girlie, or me, or any one else. 

"But how about Margaret?" speaks up Syl- 
vester. " You're not changing your mind, are 
you?" 

" Yes, how about me? " she pipes, again wav- 
ing that paper she had when we first interrupted. 
I almost dropped, for this time I could see it was 
a marriage license. 

" I'm sorry," says Jinksie, " but I've changed 
my mind, all right." 

" Well," she sort of chokes, " I'll see my law- 
yer about that, you coward I " 
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" That's the only thing to do, Margaret/* adds 
his handsomeness. '^ And give the details to the 
press." 

Take it from me, Myrtle, that jolted my tem- 
perament some. 

" If there^s any details to be given," I says, 
" Mister What's-your-name — 'cause I knows it 
ain't Sylvester — they'll be given to the police 1 
Then I guess a certain party will have to return 
some of the jewelry she's got on, especially a pearl 
necklace, and you'll be returning some comimis- 
sions 1 " 

" It's a liel " they both shouts at once, and I 
guess there would have been some excitement, 
only the manager and a lot of waiters surrounds 
us and asks us to go out quiet. 

Jinksie don't appear to see me when we gets 
in the taxi, and I don't know whether he's mad 
or glad. All of us just sit there saying noth- 
ing, Mrs. Jinks looking out of the window, the 
girlie looking at Jinksie with a funny light in her 
eyes, and him .looking at the floor. When they 
lets me out at my comer, the mother just presses 
my hand, that's all. 

You can imagine I was some anxious this morn- 
ing to know how it all came out. I had a long 
wait, all right, for it was past three when I spots 
Mrs. Jinks and the girlie coming my way. 
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Cutle is the first to reach me, and she's all 
smiles. 

" You dear Cupid, you 1 " she says, kind of 
bubbling over and holding out her hands. 

Then the mother comes up like her old proud 
self. 

" Miss Goldie," she says, her eyes looking soft 
and misty, " I don't know how to thank you — 
I don't know how to reward — " 

She stops sudden and looks in my eyes. And 
then, girlie, she did just what I was wishing all 
the time — kissed me right smack on the lips. 

Yours, 

Goldie. 
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Dear Myrtle: 

I can hardly write because my eyes are still ach- 
ing from seeing society, but here's all about your 
little Goldie and the high life. A week ago no 
one would ever have suspected me of wearing 
one of them evening gowns what makes you think 
some one's left the bathroom window open, but 
now I shiver haughtily every time six o'clock 
strikes. It all depends on what you're used to, 
dearie, and, believe me, I'm used to best-com- 
pany manners and high-toned starvation since lit- 
tle old last Thursday eve. Goodness knows, the 
only yellow thing about me is my hair, but I 
wouldn't go through it again, even with a bottle 
of chloroform. 

Well, it all came about through that Mame 
Smathers — only she spells it " Mayme " now — 
who used to room with me. I never expected 
to see her again, because a party who is a quick, 
glad toucher is always a slow, sad payer; and 
when she breezed away to go on the stage or 
something, I kissed both her and part of my 
savings good-by. I guess it was two years ago 
that she started out with not much more than a 
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new hat and a slow smile — she always knew the 
latest things in hats, but never knew when there 
was a hole in the toe of her stocking — and I 
had the surprise of my young life when she dis* 
covers yours truly at the switchboard, and falls 
all over me. 

" Oh, you Goldie, you ! " she sort of chokes, 
and before I can say a word, she's dumped a roll 
of bills in my lap. '^ I tried to find you at the 
old place, but they didn't know where you'd 
moved." 

While I knew that wasn't strictly on the level, 
there was the money, and she seemed right glad 
to see me. Anyways, I always liked her, 'cause 
she had a way of losing out as easy as some folks 
win and still keeping a smile. 

" Why, Mame," I says, " you look as grand 
as a duchess." 

And then she laughs and hugs me some more. 
I guess if she hadn't been dressed so fine, with 
her hair looking like it had been done up by an 
upholsterer, people would have thought we were 
in love with the same man. You know she was 
always about as serious as a kitten playing with 
a string, and she's soon bubbling over with the 
story. 

It appears that she met up with a young party 
who clerked in Wall Street, about a year ago. 
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and her being out of a job and him being the first 
one she had seen worth tagging in a long while, 
she allowed him to buy her a license. At first 
even the Harlem flat, with three real meals a 
day, looked good to her, but then, all of a sud- 
den, he made some money out of one of the war 
stocks you read about, and he kept piling it up 
until his roll looked like a strip of hall carpet. 
After that, they buy a small house out on Long 
Island, and start in keeping house for all their 
friends and neighbors and pretending to enjoy 
themselves. Funny, ain't it. Myrtle? When 
you call it " hospitality," it's all right, but if you 
call it " keepin' boarders," it's all wrong. 

Anyhow, Mame ends it all by insisting on me 
coming out to dinner with her and her hubby; 
and when I tells her I haven't any evening dress, 
she says that's all right, 'cause she's going to 
make me wear one of hers. I couldn't make any 
more excuses, 'cause it turned out that she was 
stopping right there in the big bote for a few 
days, and there was nothing to it but come right 
up to her rooms after I says the last " hello." 
When she tells me that with all her new money 
and new friends, she is just dying to have some 
one to talk to natural, I gave in. 

When I blows up to her suite an hour later, 
there she is with her maid, and they've got a 
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dress laid out that looks like the blue-and-gold 
part of a rainbow. 

" You sit right down, dear," she says, " and 
let Annette do up your hair." 

" I dunno," I answers, uncertain. " Won't 
this simple way be all right?" 

" It's too young, you little goose I " she laughs. 
" And flappers ain't in style just now." 

"All right," I comes back desperatelike. 
" You're getting up the parade." 

Say, girlie, when I first went up, I didn't know 
what the management might say about me trap- 
sing through the lobby with somebody else's even- 
ing dress on, but when they got through with me, 
my own landlady wouldn't have known me if I 
was a month back. Why, I looked ten years 
older, and as if I'd learned a lot without turning 
sour. After Annette had sprayed some perfume 
on me, which made me keep my nose in the air 
to avoid myself the rest of the evening, I cer- 
tainly looked the real and proud thing. 

And then her hubby blows along in a white 
shirt and a white face, and we sets out in a taxi. 
It turns out we're aiming for the latest thing in 
cabarets, what's just opened and charges twice 
as much as any other. Well, I just sat there 
listening to Clarence — that's his name — only 
I couldn't help pulling up my wrap now and 
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then as if it was a blanket. From what he 
said, you had to get a Mr. Dun or Bradstreet to 
smuggle you in, and you couldn't do that unless 
you phoned the day before and almost bought 
the place. He just raved about the color scheme, 
and says the decorations are by some party 
named Poiret, and all in black. After I got my 
first look at 'em, all I could figure out was that 
they were trying to make the Pittsburgh spenders 
feel at home. 

Though that perfume the maid slapped on me 
kept my nose up in the air, I could see, as we 
made our way to the table, that most of the men 
were either very pale or very red, and that most 
of the women were wearing even less than I 
was, and I certainly thought that was as little as 
the law allowed. Then the head waiter comes 
up and sings something that sounds like grand 
opera to Clarence, and Clarence sings something 
back, and the head waiter pretends to under- 
stand him and waltzes away. 

After that, Clarence makes a gargling noise 
at another waiter, and pretty soon he comes back 
with little cups of something, and Mame and her 
hubby sups it and roll their eyes with pleasure. 
Of course, I can figure out it's some kind of fancy 
consomme — anything like noodle soup would 
cause the patrons to choke — and gets away with 
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It Honest, Myrtle, it tasted like something the 
nurse hands you for nourishment when you're so 
sick you don't care what happens. 

Say, if I live to be as old as a jealous dame 
says her fellow's other girl is, I'll never forget 
the dishes that followed. There wasn't anything 
I'd ever heard before, much less tasted. The 
names sounded well enough, but that ain't satis- 
fying when you're real hungry, and what I called 
'em to myself didn't sound like the language of 
flowers. At that I rather think Clarence guessed 
at most of the stuff, but he sat there with such 
a proud smile on his face and such a hungry look 
in his ey« that I pretends to be as happy as if 
the food was fit to eat. I'd b'een up against 
something like it before — when our new chef 
tried to hand us regular guests' food, and the 
help all threatened to quit — but it was nothing 
to what I suffered on this occasion. 

Just to make matters worse, a lot of them caba- 
ret cuties would circle around us, bawling out 
the latest song infection and trying to kid us into 
believing that that was the life. Every time 
they'd get between us and the electric fan, there'd 
be a shower of talcum or something, and we'd 
get a mouthful of eau de violet that the Colgates 
make for other people. Believe me, girlie, Clar- 
ence looked like he'd been toying with a pastry 
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cook after they sashayed around once, and he had 
'em turn off the fan. 

Things sort of slowed down after a while, and 
Mame began fretting about her pet Pom, left 
all alone with only the maid to put it to bed. I 
realized then there's only two kinds of wedded 
bliss — with one kind you get a lot of children, 
and with the other a lot of dogs. Anyways, 
she keeps getting her temperament up so that 
she's about as pleasant con^pany as the toothache, 
and we start to beat it back to the big bote. I 
always thought that one mutt was about as good 
as another, but from what Mame says, I'm all 
wrong. Now I knows where all them educated 
fleas you hear about come from. 

Yours, 

Goldie. 



Digitized by 



Google 



Dear Myrtle: 

Have had an awful case of indigestion since 
my last, but, take it from me, after that dinner 
party of Mame's, even indigestion is a pleas- 
ure when it comes from real eats. Talk about 
environment and criminology and all that high- 
brow stuff, I guess what folks eat has a good deal 
to do with what folks are. Honest food gen- 
erally goes with honest people, if they can get it 
without stealing, while all that fancy chuck is for 
those leading fancy lives. Just take the chappie 
who has his cigarette and coffee regular in the 
morning, or the doll who thinks chop suey some 
Sunday breakfast — you wouldn't name any chil- 
dren after 'em, would you? Tell me what you 
eat, and I'll tell you what you ain't, I says. 

And all them funny cracks, dearie, about home 
cooking and the pies mother used to make, come 
from a lot of parties drinking sour grape juice. 
They sit around joshing their own poor palates, 
and making believe that all them patent foods 
and things out of cans are more nourishing than 
the labels. Plain simps, I calls 'em; and if they 
ever saw any peas not touched up with Paris 
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green, or preserved peaches without peroxide, 
they'd think they was spoiled. Of course, 
they're making pies and cakes, and ahnost every- 
thing from soup to nuts, by machinery now, and 
all them big packers are raking in money from 
the by-products faster than a mint can turn it 
out. Why, they get more from a squeal now 
than they used to get from a whole hog. Any- 
how, there's one thing sure. No machine is ever 
going to take the place of mother at the cook- 
stove, and the party who thinks so must have 
been raised in an incubator. 

Say, Myrtle, I'd be getting frantic writing 
about all these things to eat, only I knows there's 
a dill pickle in the top dresser drawer that will 
be missing before morning. Mebbe pickles at 
night are not good for me, but there's no rules 
for keeping out of trouble in this world — and 
you don't need any to get in it. 

Which reminds me there's a little fluffy stop- 
ping at the hotel who looks like she's been eating 
pickles for the past year. It may not be pickles, 
but there's something wrong with her, though I 
guess it's only skin deep. She's all the way from 
Indiana, and not such a bad looker, only she's a 
little shy on style. She's been wandering in and 
out, lonesomelike, for some days now, usually 
with a flat package under her arm, and looking 
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as if she was just craving for a cheerful word. 
Well, it wasn't long before I handed her a sunny 
smile, and she perks up right away and comes 
over to the switchboard to ask about some art 
stores. At first I thought she wanted one of 
them Broadway shops that sell picture post cards, 
leather moccasins, and the latest song misses, but 
it turns out that she means them swell places 
where they keep hand-painted pictures. After 
that I skipped through the directory and gave 
her a list a yard long. 

Late that afternoon, she slows in, all tired, and 
handed me a box of candy. While she may not 
know her way about a big city, when it comes to 
tracking down the best candy shop, she has a 
movie Indian backed off the screen. I didn't 
want to take it at first, because she didn't look 
any too prosperous, but she insisted and said she 
never ate it herself. So, you see, I knew it all 
along. When a girl begins to look down in the 
mouth, it's generally due to pickles or love I I 
tells her that, and she kind of flushes up, but be- 
fore she can say anything, our star guest hops 
up and monopolizes my attention and the atten- 
tion of everybody in the lobby. They say she 
was an actress once before she married Old Man 
Stryker and his millions, and she calls for a phone 
number like that Mr. Hamlet asking for his horse. 
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Honest, girlie, when she starts telephoning, every- 
body can hear but the person at the other end of 
the wire, and when she whispers, she's about as 
confidential as a brass band. If she stays here 
much longer, the management will have to give us 
ear muffs. 

After all, though, she's probably a good soul 
at the bottom, and is real generous to all the help. 
She rather likes me, I think, for the first time we 
met, she said we were the only two real blondes 
in the hotel. Well, I didn't know whether to 
laugh or be insulted, so she must have judged 
from my face that I believed her, and tipped me a 
dollar. After that I was willing to vote her the 
only one, and even tell her that her figure didn't 
lie. To get back to where I started, it must 
have been a half hour before Mrs. S. gets through 
talking like a thunderstorm, and while I was sit- 
ting there wishing that you could see over a tele- 
phone and talk deaf and dumb with your 
hands, she bounces up and asks the charge. 
While I'm making change, she spots that box of 
Paillards. 

" Oh I " says she, coylike. " So the young men 
buy you candy? " 

" No such luck," I answers. 

"Why?" she asks, surprised. "With your 
looks, you could have a barrel of chocolates." 
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" Mebbe," I says, soft. " But I'm not that 
fond of candy." 

She laughs at that and looks real pleased. 

" You're all right, little girl," she smiles, " and 
people who are all right never get left. Here's 
something to keep you supplied with candy." 

From the size of the bill, she must have thought 
I had a sweet tooth like a whole Winter Garden 
chorus* 

Yours, 

Goldie. 
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Dear Myrtle: 

Had some time yesterday — with Mame and 
her hubby paying the freight — and back so tired 
that I walked up to my little two-by-four in my 
sleep. It wasn't any highbrow party this time, or 
rd got tired before it started. Coney Island was 
the place we was joy wrecked, and though Clar- 
ence thought at first that the best you got there 
was the worst, I didn't notice him hollering for 
any help after we got good and started. 

It all came about most unexpected. You see, 
Mame has been playing the market, as she calls 
it, without her hubby knowing it, and like most 
women who do gambling on the side, it was on 
the wrong side. She had all her pin money for 
the past year and the year to come wiped out in no 
time, and was on the point of telling Clarence 
everything when her stock took a notion to jump 
up about ten points. Well, that's where I came 
in, for her broker party phoned to tell her, and 
she was out. He appeared so anxious, though, 
that I offered to help him out. It seemed to me 
that I phoned every place where money screams 
in New York before I located Mame on the Cas- 
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tor roof. Say, girlie, she must have kept the 
wire hot after that, for it was no half hour after 
the broker sold her stock that it dropped back to 
its old place again. And mebbe Mame wasn't 
grateful when she romps in to tell me that she's 
got her money back, and she's through with that 
speculating game. That's how I came in for the 
big treat. 

To make up the party, they invited an English 
sea-captain friend of theirs, and we started out in 
a big touring car, painted all yellow like a chain of 
grocery stores. The cap was kind of subdued at 
first, and he went about with his red chin whiskers 
sticking out, and blinking like the lights was af- 
fecting his eyes. He was a good sort at the bot- 
tom, and when Mame and Clarence refused to 
loop the loop with me, he hitched his trousers, cast 
a weather eye up, and said he'd see me through. 
Probably the old salt had been up against some 
ocean waves, but never anjrthing with a motion 
like that, for when he escapes, he mumbles some- 
thing about the sea being the only safe place. 

It was when we were walking along taking in 
the sights that we first missed him, and it was 
several minutes before we spotted him throwing 
balls at a dusky head sticking through a hole in 
a canvas. Well, I don't think the old boy will 
be signing with the Giants soon, because the near- 
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est he ever came to hitting the moke was when a 
ball bounced back from the next building across 
the lot. Finally, we managed to tear him away, 
after the balls was all used up and Clarence had 
slipped the man behind the counter a bill. 

That ended the fun, for the captain got 
grouchy. Also he seemed to be worrying about 
his arm, which was beginning to ache, as if his 
first name was Christy, and complains bitterly 
about always spilling his grog when he uses his 
left hand. 

I was telling Bernice about it to-day — she's the 
sad-looking little dame from the Wabash — and 
she smiled for the first time in two days. From 
what I can make out, she's going around trying to 
sell some paintings and not succeeding any too 
well. She let slip that she'd make a try at that 
Peter Sewall, who's always helping young artists 
in the newspapers — patron of art they calls 
him. I guess that's about the only place he helps 
them, as long as they need any help, for he 
wouldn't even see Bernice and her pictures. I 
wasn't any surprised, for he's the sort of bird 
who's always talking about making the world bet- 
ter. If he ever had a try at it, everybody would 
want to lay down and die to get out of it. ' 

Yours, 

Goldie. 
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Dear Myrtle : 

When it comes to getting tangled up in other 
people's business, you gotta hand it to me. I 
guess my finish is to be fat and forty, with every 
afflicted party in the neighborhood weeping on my 
shoulder and using me as a piece of upholstery. 
At that I'd rather get slopped all over with other 
people's tears than any of my own. Of course 
I sometimes wish I could cry myself when I have 
troubles of my own, but somehow I get thinking, 
and then they don't seem to be big enough to cry 
about. 

Well, this time it's my friend Bernice, but from 
something that happened, there may be a way out. 
She just let it slip when she came in all tuckered 
out yesterday afternoon. She had been to every 
art dealer in New York, trying to sell some pic- 
tures she had painted back home, and all of 'em 
had turned her down flat. I guess she's up against 
it for fair, because if she doesn't raise a certain 
sum by Saturday, her mother is going to lose the 
little home they have. I asks her if they haven't 
any friends who might help, and she says there is 
one, but that she ain't never begged any money yet 
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and never will. Poor, proud little thing I What 
could I say to her after that I only looked wise 
and insinuated that something might happen. 

Say, girlie, you'll probably say Fm some prophet 
after this. Bernice had hardly more than gone 
to the elevator when a rather plump man of about 
thirty, with lemon-colored hair, starts to sidle up 
to me with a smile. You would have picked him 
out from his face as the kind of a man you'd like 
to owe money to, so I didn't think he was any 
masher. 

"Howdy doo?" he says. 

" Hello, yourself," I answers, curiouslike. 

" Um-m " — he sort of makes noises — " er- 
er — your friend who just left you seems to be in 
trouble." 

" What's your business — everybody's? " I 
snaps. 

He flushed all up at that. Finally he says : 

" Now please don't." Then he smiles curious, 
" I'm in the lamp business and — and — I like to 
help people 1 " 

Take it from me. Myrtle, he had a persuasive 
way with him — not like some men I've met who 
make you think of a small boy coaxing a mutt into 
the back yard so he can tie a can to its tail — 
and I found myself babbling the whole story about 
Bernice before I was through. 
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In the middle of It who should dance up but 
Mrs. Stryker, and everything but the clock had to 
stop for a while. She boomed around for a time 
and gave an imitation of Cleopatra calling down 
Julius Caesar and his whole blamed army, but my 
new friend stuck around like an organ grinder. 
Then, when I had finished, he looks seriouslike 
and says : 

" We'll have to think up -some way to help the 
little girl out, but we mustn't let her know any* 
thing about it." 

"All right," I said. "Pm right at your 
heels." 

" Thank you," he remarks, " for bringing — cr 
— this case to my attention. What did you say 
your name was? " 

" Goldie, for short." 

" It'll be Goldie for always," says he with a 
funny look. " Well, good-by until to-morrow." 

" So long." I answers. " But you didn't say 
what your name was." 

" Mr. Aladdin 1 " he says, as he swings out the 
door. 

Honest, girlie, I sat there like I was dazed. In 
the lamp business 1 Mr. Aladdin 1 I didn't 
know whether to laugh or bawl. 

Yours, 

Goldie. 
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Dear Myrtle: 

Didn't write last eve 'cause I was as upset as 
a baby being spanked First, I had a little spat 
with George, and then Bernice's troubles got on 
my mind. Now, while I like George, I'm not so 
serious as you'd notice it. Goodness knows I'm 
not looking for the kind of party who never heard 
of getting money any way but asking father, but 
two healthy eaters like us would grow about as fat 
as angleworms on his fifteen per. Of course 
many a girl falls in love with a man, or thinks she 
does, because there's no one else around. I think 
a man who wants a girl to leave a good job 
and try to live on what's barely enough for one 
isn't in love with her very much — only in love 
with himself. 

That's the trouble with George — he's always 
proposing. Why, he begins losing his common 
sense the minute he enters a parlor with the light 
turned low, and becomes simply foolish by the time 
he reaches a settee built for two. While I don't 
mind him taking such liberties as bringing me 
candy and taking me to the movies as often as I 
please, I kind of think that all of that mush stuS 
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can wait until the orange blossoms begin to fall. 

Anyways, I was a little peeved with myself the 
next morning for being so abrupt with him just 
when the movies are starting to charge fifteen cents 
per. Between that, and being so busy because it 
started to rain and a lot of tango tots were phon- 
ing off their engagements, I didn't have much time 
to think of Bernice until I saw her coming in look- 
ing about as gay as a party walking to the elec- 
tric chair. She acted as if she was trying to 
avoid me, but I turned on the glad smile. 

" How are things? " I asks. 

" They're all right. Miss Goldie," she says, 
like she was catching her breath. 

I looked up from the signal lights just then and 
saw the tears start in her eyes and a desperate 
little line come around her mouth. 

" Come on, girlie," I says, " and tell me all 
about it. Two heads are better than one even in a 
side §how." 

" Why — why — I told you a lie," she falters. 
" Everything's gone wrong. They won't buy 
my pictures — and — and I have only two days 
more 1 " 

All the time I was thinking of Mr. Aladdin and 
wondering whether he was a kidder or an amateur 
philanthropist. I remembered he wasn't much on 
looks, though it ain't always the handsome boys 
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that behave the best; but somehow or other I just 
got to feeling that he was strictly on the level. 
Then I took a desperate chance. 

" Listen, Bemice," I says, confidentlike. " IVe 
got a hunch that may pull you through. Now, if 
you promise to go up to your room and get a 
good rest, I may have some word for you by 
morning.'* 

A hopeful look came over her face for a mo- 
ment, and then it died away. 

" I'm afraid," she answers, " there's not much 
that you can do." 

" Mebbe that's right," I replies. " But you've 
done your best. Let me try to do mine." 

"Oh, indeed I will!" she almost cries. 
" Please forgive me 1 " Then she makes for the 
elevator to hide her feelings. 

I must have sat there for an hour after that, 
just wondering whether I had done the sensible 
thing or not, and when I spotted a lemon-haired 
party swingeing through the door and recognized 
Mr. Aladdin, I came near calling his name right 
out. Well, it wasn't no time before he had the 
story of my little heart-to-heart talk with Bernice 
and what I told her. 

" Thank you for your confidence, Miss Goldie," 
he says, all grateful. " I'd have trusted your 
word the same way." Then he takes a package 
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out of his pocket and hands me several cards. 
" I've found a way to help your friend — in fact 
Fve manufactured a way and place. All you have 
to do is to give her one of these cards and tell her 
to go there with her paintings. She'll come out 
all right." 

" Gee 1 " I gasps. " But you're some Mr. 
Aladdin, ain't you ? " 

" Sure," he smiles. " The real article. And 
say, Miss Goldie, you'd better make out the 
party's a friend of yours and not mention me." 

" Anything you say," I agrees, and then looks 
at the card. Here is what was printed on it: 

PMAL LUFREDNOW 

Dealer in Modern Paintings 

501 Fifth Avenue New York 

" That's Greek or something foreign," I says. 
" How do you pronounce it? " 

" You don't have to. Just give her the card," 
he answers. " If you're curious yourself, spell it 
backward." 

I did, as he bustled out the door, and it read: 
" W-o-n-d-e-r-f-u-l L-a-m-p"! Wouldn't that 
pester you, dearie? 

Yours, 

Goldie. 
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Dear Myrtle : 

I guess you're waiting for what happened to 
Bernice like we used to look forward to them 
movie episodes in the " Perils of Patricia." Take 
it from me, that ain't any description of my feel- 
ings after I gave Bernice thalt card and waited 
for her to return from that Fifth Avenue address. 
How I did any work I'll never know, for I 
plugged in and out and helloed like a party in a 
trance, and when noontime came and there was 
no sign of her, I was so nervous that when I tried 
to plug in on room No. 700, I rang up No. 963, 
which is some miss. By two o'clock I was so bad 
I was going to call John, the head porter, to tie 
me in the chair, when I hears a sort of sobbing 
sound, and the next thing I know Bernice is kiss- 
ing me on the nose — which is some miss, too — 
and trying to tell me something. 

" Oh, you dear, you I You dear! " she finally 
manages to say. " That Mr. Lufrednow bought 
all my paintings ! " 

It was some time before I got her calmed down 
and willing to go to her room. She had to show 
me the check first and tell me how it would save 
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the little home that was all her and her modier 
had. 

" I could have got it," she said in a wistful 
way, " only it was from a young man." She kind 
of choked then. " I never could have married 
George, though, if Td allowed him to do it. Now 
— now — " 

Then I quit the switchboard and led her to the 
elevator. I guess she was still excited when she 
got to her room, for she called almost everything 
from the hall maid to the fire department before 
she got a long-distance connection for home and 
mother. 

Well, it must have been about an hour after I 
got on the job the next morning, when I sees Mr. 
Aladdin breeze in with some bags and go over to 
the register. A little later he passes me by with- 
out so much as a word or nod, and I watches him 
kind of puzzled as he stops and looks back toward 
the lobby. There was a peculiar look on his face, 
and I turns around to see Bernice coming our 
way. She was all smiles and about to say some- 
thing, when she turns all pale and stops, sudden- 
like. The next minute that Mr. Aladdin is mak- 
ing for her with his two hands outstretched. 

" Oh, George I " she says, as if there was some- 
thing wrong with her throat. " Oh, George I " 
and put her hands in his. 
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That fussy old major called me at that minute 
about his glass of hot water for breakfast, and I 
missed what followed. The next thing I heard, 
she was telling him proudly about selling her pic- 
tures, and him standing there looking serious. 

It was pretty late in the afternoon when I 
saw Bernice, and then she brought her friend over 
to introduce him. From the looks of the two of 
us you'd think we'd never met. However, before 
that I had taken a peek at the register, and would 
you believe it, there it was plain as day: 

" George W. Aladdin, Peewee, Ohio." 

Say girlie I Next time I see a map of that 
State, I'm going to hunt up Peewee and pin a 
rose on it. 

Yours, 

Goldie. 
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Dear Myrtle: 

Just a line to say hello and hope you will be 
back on your little job soon, though it must be a 
pleasure to be sick and get a nice, long rest. 
Room No. 639 was asking for you again, but I 
don't think he's safe. He sends in too many calls 
for ice water every morning. Besides, he hasn't 
sent you so much as a single mint tablet by way 
of a kind offering. When you come back well 
and husky, he'll probably offer to buy all the lob- 
sters in the Atlantic Ocean and take you on nice, 
lonely joy rides for your health 1 Sort of friends 
when you're it — strangers when you're nit I 

Well, girlie, there isn't much other news about 
the big bote. Peacock Lane is just as full of 
come-ons as ever — you know you can loaf as 
cheap in a swell tavern as in a lodging house — 
only they're being crowded some by the tango tots, 
since the roof garden opened. Most of 'em are 
slender, young chappies, with hair slicked up like 
patent leather and looking as if they could make 
a hearty breakfast off a pack of cigarettes. They 
have been infesting the place about a week now, 
and I just felt in my bones that I was due to meet 
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one. Sure enough, one breezes up to me to-day. 
When it comes to nerve, you have to hand it to 
these charmers. 

** Hello, DollI" he pipes. 

I could have slapped him on the wrist, only I 
was afraid of the electric chair. 

" Number, please," I says icily. 

" Aw, be a nice girl! " he chatters. " Do you 
ever dawnce?" 

" Sure — lotsl " I answers, leading him on. 

You never saw such a happy, hopeful-looking 
simp in your life. 

" Well, dawnce with me this evening," he says. 

" No, Claudius," I replied sadly. " Not this 
eve or any other eve." 

He swallowed the name as if it was mixed with 
castor oil. 

" Why not? " he says fiercely. 

" Because," I remarks, easylike, " I might step 
on your foot and give you concussion of the 
brain." 

I don't know what else the little runt might have 
said, only one of them big Western chaps rustles 
along and shoulders my late friend out of the 
way. And say, girlie, you ought to have seen the 
new visitor. He had on one of them Buffalo Bill 
hats, and a suit that was passe when father was 
a child. He had a big, honest face and kind of 
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steady gray eyes, and there was something about 
him that made you think of all outdoors, as the 
story writers say. Well, anyhow. Bill gives me a 
number, and when he comes out of the booth to 
pay for his call, he says : 

" What's your name? " 

You could have knocked me over with a lemon- 
ade straw, Myrtle. I would have staked my 
young life that he was a man who wouldn't pull 
that old stuff. And here he was acting like all the 
other hicks trying to cut loose in a big city. It 
sure got me mad, and you know me. 

" Goldie — to paying guests," I snaps out, sar- 
casticlike. 

It didn't faze him a bit. He sort of smiled a 
little. 

" And why Goldie? " he asks, like he's talking 
to a lady. 

** I guess because my hair is twenty-four karat," 
I tells him, putting on the soft pedal a little. 

He laughed right out loud. 

" Thank you. Miss Goldie," he says. " I ex- 
pect to be here some time and wanted to know." 

Then he goes away, taking all his change. 
Can you beat it, Myrtle? 

Yours, 

Goldie, 
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Dear Myrtle : 

Missed the mo\aes this eve. George's adding 
machine didn't add, and he had to think all day, 
and got a headache. Just what I deserve for 
having only pne rainy-day steady. Anyways, it 
didn't get under my temperament, for I missed his 
regular monthly proposal. Last time I tells him 
that, when I marry, the furniture has to be paid 
for in advance. He was tongue-tied for a week I 

Say, girlie, here's handing you a laugh. Who 
sashays in to-day but our old benefactor, the Petti- 
coat Prince. You remember him, don't you, and 
all them nice presents — gloves and candy and 
things? He was too kind to be truel 

When he first pops in, I start to give him a 
friendly glance, but he beats me to it and looks 
at me as if I was an empty spot. You could have 
slipped me a nickel for a call to Frisco, Myrtle; 
I was that put out. There's a swell little woman 
hanging on his arm. She had on a big fox neck- 
piece, and it so hot outside you got a blister simply 
thinking about it. Say, when your middle name is 
" Class," you can wear a polar-bear skin on the 
Fourth of July and get away with it. 
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Saw my wild-and-woolly friend again. Bill's 
his right name, girlie. He told me so. I first 
notice him pretending to read the telephone book. 
After about an hour of this excitement, he comes 
up to me shylike, with a package in his hand. 

" I trust you will accept these, Miss Goldie," 
says he. ** Just a few yellow acacias." 

"A few yellow what?" 

" Flowers," he answers, with a smile. " If you 
love flowers, they have a language all their own." 

" Many thanks," I says. " Number, please ! " 

He acted hurt for a minute, and then a serious 
look comes on his face. 

" What's the number of this hotel? " he asks. 

" Gramercy, nine double o," I replies, puzzled. 

Then he walks pver to one of the booths and 
lifts the receiver. 

" Hello 1 " he calls. " Gimme Gramercy, nine 
o-o!" 

** This is it," I giggles. 

** I want to talk to Miss Goldie," he says, 
businesslike. 

Well, I couldn't help laughing. Myrtle. That's 
how I came to know his name and about his mine 
out West. It set him back thirty cents. 

Yours, 

Goldie. 
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Dear Myrtle: 

Here's another new record to give a smile. P. 
Ginsburg, the Petticoat Prince, is married to the 
swell-dressed party I saw him with. It came oflF 
In Buffalo last week. He had the money — she 
had the pedigree, I guess. Anyways, they're 
scrapping already, and with his temper and her 
temper, their honeymoon will sure be on crutches 
soon. It's pretty safe to say that they had a little 
family row this morning, for she comes down and 
goes into breakfast all by her lonesome. I got 
a good look at her, and could see right away that 
Doctor Nature wasn't her beauty specialist any 
more ; she had it on too thick. Well, if she was 
looking cross her devouted hubby didn't resemble 
any peace delegate when he comes following after. 
That's about all the society news for to-day, kid. 

Bill's been around some. Since he had his hair 
cut and found a tailor, he looks more natural. 
Sent me flowers several times now; only they're 
different from most flowers and have queer names. 
I know because there's always a little card on 
the bouquet telling me what they are. The only 
ones I had ever seen before was some white lilies. 
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"They're like you, Miss Goldie,'* he says 
nicely. 

** Well, if they are, it's me for the make-up," 
says I, rather peeved. 

Then he walks away looking sad. That was 
yesterday. 

To-day I noticed that he was keeping bad com- 
pany. He was strolling around with a couple 
of them come-ons, and they were treating Bill 
as if he was a long-lost brother. I guess they're 
after his bank roll, and Bill will have to sit up 
nights watching it like a sick friend, if that's their 
game. Anyhow, I got troubles of my own. Sent 
up a barber to room No. 21 when he wanted a 
chiropodist. You know he's got cerise whiskers 
and a bald head. 

Yours, 

Goldte. 
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Dear Myrtle : 

George came back last night. Got his adding 
machine fixed up all right, but he says a man 
doesn't have to be a bookkeeper any more to get 
a job — he has to be a mechanic. He didn't pro- 
pose again, but on the way to the movies he 
stops in front of a fivc-and-ten-cent store and 
points out a. lot of things you could go house- 
keeping with. I tells him that so far as the mar- 
ried bliss goes, I never was as serious as the 
funny paper about it. That gets him started, and 
he talks back some, and I have to hand it to him 
easy that he's a green persimmon and that even 
ripe ones never did agree with me. Say, girlie, 
his language was almost as bad as Billy Sunday's, 
and I quit him cold — after the movies. Lost, 
by little Goldie, one season ticket to the Nickel- 
odeon 1 

Well, that's only a sample of the luck I've been 
having all week. The trouble starts nice and 
early Monday, and Bill is all mixed up in it. You 
see, that mine of his is all to the good, only he 
needs about a hundred thousand to buy some 
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machines and things to make it come across right. 
That's why Bill's in town. He tells me Sunday 
that he just about has the deal closed. Some 
friends of his was fixing it up with a big lawyer 
of an estate so that he could get the money; only 
the lawyer wants him to pay for a lot of experts 
and things to size up the mine — about five thou- 
sand, I think. Bill says its better for him to bor- 
row the money this way and give a mortgage on 
the mine — because it sure is some " hum-dinger " 
— than to take another offer he has to sell a half 
interest. Only he was worried about the money. 
Only had three thousand himself and would have 
to borrow all an old uncle had saved up to get 
the rest. 

Anyways, I had just been on the job about an 
hour Monday when I hears a voice say: 

" This is the chance of a lifetime to clean up 
on this boob 1 " 

I looks up and who do I see but him they calls 
" Come-on Charlie " and a pal, and they're both 
looking at Bill coming out of the elevator. All of 
a sudden, I understood for sure why they had 
been mixing it up so friendly with him. They 
were planting something on Bill, and it was up to 
little Goldie to butt in. 

I thought Bill would show up later, but he 
didn't. Tuesday comes and no Bill. Also 
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Wednesday. I was beginning to get worried, 
thinking some of them come-ons might try the 
rough stuff on him, when he blows in bright and 
early Thursday. He had been up to Maine or 
somewhere to get that money, he tells me later. 

I must have looked glad to see Bill, for he 
cheers all up when he says hello. He brings me 
a bunch of flowers — Marechal Niel roses, the 
card on 'em says. He must have run out of them 
wild flowers he's been sending. 

" You didn't have to put a label on these,*' I 
says. " I've had them plenty of times." 

" That's all right," says he. " You just save 
the labels, Goldie." 

What with the kidding and all that, I almost 
forgot to wise him up about them come-ons. I 
was going to tell what they said and then I stop. 
You know a man would as soon take advice from 
a woman as he would paregoric; so I says indif- 
f erentlike : 

" Say, Bill, you're keeping mighty bad company 
lately. It looks to me as if you're going on the 
rocks, with no light to save you." 

He flushes some and then says kindly: 

" That's all right, Goldie. Women don't un- 
derstand business." 

Then he blows away. 

Bill must have thought it a joke and said some- 
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thing to his new friends, for that Charlie bird 
breezes up to me yesterday and remarks: 

" If I find you mixing in my affairs again, young 
woman, it will be bad for you I " 

" Mebbe so I Mebbe so 1 " I answers. " But 
you'll find something you're not looking for at all, 
at all, if you don't one-step away from here." 

" Go on, woman I " he growls. ** You 'tend to 
your little switchboard or you'll get in trouble." 

** It would be the first time for me and the last 
time for you," I calls after him. 

I had the last word. 

Yours, 

Goldie. 
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Dear Myrtle : 

First news about the big doings, with yours 
truly right in the center of the screen. I told you 
about warning Bill. Well, it did about as much 
good as feeding chop suey to a goldfish. He 
kept right on chumming around with that " con " 
bunch. You know when a girl starts mother- 
ing a life-size man, she gets to liking him some. 
So it made me feel something fierce to see Bill 
falling so easy for their little game, whatever it 
was. I knew they had to do it quick, for Bill 
had told me that he was going back the next day. 

About two o'clock Bill comes along with a lot 
of papers and blue prints and beats it downtown. 
Before he goes, he has a word with that Charlie 
party. You know, Myrtle, I never felt so help- 
less in all my life. Something was going on, and 
it wasn't for Bill's future health and happiness, 
either. And there I sits answering about a 
hundred calls a minute and trying to guess a way 
out. Then, all of a sudden, I get a clew, as that 
doctor friend of Sherlock Holmes calls it. A 
call comes for a Mr. Grimes, and I page him 
while the party at the other end waits. J'm busy 
plugging away when a voice says: 

no 
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"Call for Mr. Grimes?" and there stands 
Come-on Charlie. 

" Number eight," I says coldly. 

Honest, Myrtle, I didn't mean to listen, but I 
heard some one talking about Bill to our friend in 
the booth. He was saying that the boob had 
brought a check along instead of the cash, and 
the banks was closed. 

"That's all right," says the Grimes party. 
" Close up the deal, and I'll keep him busy until 
we cash in to-morrow." 

Well, say, I was so weak that I could hardly 
hold up my head as he comes out of the booth, but 
I kept the line open and located that call. It was 
down on Wall Street, where the lawyer's office 
was^ 

Take it from me, girlie, I was up in a Zeppelin 
and didn't know which way to turn. Then I 
thinks of Inspector Dennis and calls up head- 
quarters. You know I've done him lots of favors, 
and here was his chance to make good with me. 
Finally, I gets him on the wire and tells him all 
about it. He says he will come right up, and that 
I should phone the place where the call comes 
from, and tell Bill to rush to the hotel, because 
something terrible had happened to his mine. 
The Inspector's a wise old bird, and I follow in- 
structions to the letter. Sure enough, I connect 
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with Bill, and the way he falls for the bad-news 
stuff is a shame; only he wants more details. 
Then I sort of cries like, and pulls out the plug. 

When the Inspector arrives, he asks a lot of 
questions, and when I finishes, he says it's an old 
game and that Come-on Charlie has his picture in 
the police album. He explains as how they prom- 
ise to lend a lot of money from some estate and 
asks for all the money a simp has, to send an ex- 
pert to examine the property. Then the expert 
comes back and says it's no good, and so they 
can't lend the money. Of course there isn't any 
estate or money to lend. That's all a stall to get 
the poor guy's bank roll. I tells him that Bill 
is not a boob like he thinks, but that he's so honest 
he thinks every one is on the level. He says he'll 
have to take my word for it. 

We're still talking when Bill blows in, about 
as slow as a cyclone. 

"What's the bad news, Miss Goldie?" he 
asks, breathing hard. 

" Just listen to Inspector Dennis, here," I says. 
" He'll tell you." 

Before Bill can say any more, the old boy takes 
his arm and walks him away, chinning real earnest. 
Bill looks mad at first, but after a while he begins 
to cool down. I learns later that the Inspector 
takes him down and shows him Mr. Grimes' pic- 



Digitized by 



Google 




" I LET THE GLAD LIGHT SHOW IN MY EYES, BUT HE DIDN'T SEEM TO TAKE 
ANY NOTICE " 



Digitized by 



Google 



1 14 " THE LINE'S BUSY ! " 

ture in the Rogues' Gallery and has Bill stop pay- 
ment on the check for five thousand. 

To make a long story short, I couldn't see Bill 
with a magnifying glass the next morning. He 
must have had a date with a milkman. I'm get- 
ting cross-eyed keeping one eye on the signals and 
the other on the entrance, when he rushes in, all 
fussed up. He tells me he has closed with them 
other people — big smelters or something — for 
a quarter interest in his mine. The whole bunch 
is leaving in the afternoon. I let the glad light 
show in my eyes, Myrtle, but he didn't seem to 
take any notice. He just slows up a little. 

** You're an ace. Miss Goldie," he says. 
" And you've done more for me than you think." 

" Forget itl Forget itl " I answers. " Do 
a little thing for a friend any time." 

Honest, girlie, my voice sounded like some one 
trying to sing after eating crackers. 

He gives me a look that makes me feel funny 
all over and squeezes my hand something fierce. 

" Good-by, dear," he says. " Good-byl " 

And there I sits acting like a kid as he blows 
away. I was kissing my fingers to drive away 
the hurt. 

Yours, 

Goldie. 
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Dear Myrtle: 

Had a fit of the blues and didn't write you last 
week. Almost got color blind looking at myself 
in the glass. Heard from Bill yesterday. Only 
a couple of lines on a picture of the mine, saying 
he has named it "Goldie," because he knows 
it will prove twenty-four karat. Rather nice, 
wasn't it, girlie? But nothing else, except a box 
of flowers he calls *' tiger lilies." Wliich reminds 
me that the fresh boob at the flower corner was 
trying to kid me some. Asks me where Dead- 
wood Dick is — meaning Bill. 

" He was certainly crushed on you, Goldie," he 
says, looking wise. " Real flowers like Ameri- 
can beauties and orchids wouldn't do for him. 
Had to have a lot of strange weeds and things 
even the boss never heard of. Sent telegrams all 
over the country for 'em, and one day I has to 
take a taxi up to Westchester to get a bunch of 
green things a sick cow wouldn't eat. What was 
they for?" 

" To cook with bacon," I replies, haughtylike. 
" Now beat it, or you'll think you're a crushed 
lemon blossom." 

"5 



Digitized by 



Google 



1 16 " THE LINE'S BUSY ! " 

I wasn't mad cither — just pleased and puz- 
zled. 

When I got up this morning in my little old 
two-by-four and looked out the windows, I was 
fair heartsick. All I could see was them sweat- 
shops in the back, with the beanery below wafting 
up enough corned beef and cabbage on the air to 
give you indigestion. Gee, it just gave me the 
willies 1 

Then I foots it over to Twenty-first Street, and 
there was the grass and trees still green in Gram- 
ercy Park and a lot of little kiddies playing 
around. It gave me a queer feeling, like when 
you come out of the subway and take a long 
breath. Honest, I felt like getting down on my 
knees and playing in the dirt. All them stories 
Bill used to tell me about God's country, as he 
calls it, came back and took a strangle hold on 
yours truly. And there I had to go and look at 
them little lights on the switchboard, when I 
wanted to be looking at the sun. Makes no dif- 
ference, though, just wishing. Guess if we got 
everything we wanted, we'd all die young. 

Not a word from Bill except some more flow- 
ers, with more little cards tied to them telling 
their names. All he thinks I want to know is 
what their mothers call them. Why don't he 
say something? He must have lost his right 
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arm, that he can't write. Really, Myrtle, I 
never thought that Bill was anything like that. 
Making a girl feel strong for him and then hit- 
ting her in the back with flowers. Take it from 
me, I'm going to write him a letter to-night, 
bawling him out. Only I'll make it modest and 
uppishlike, as if I don't care. ' 

Yours, 

Goldie. 



Digitized by 



Google 



Dear Myrtle: 

A long wait between pictures, as the movie 
fan says, and little Goldie has been doing noth- 
ing but registering suspense. I told you in my 
last I was going to write Bill a sassy letter set- 
ting him back some. Well, I did just thatl 

It must have reached him only yesterday, for 
early this a. m. I gets a telegram from him. All 
it says is : " Read Standard Dictionary, page 
1097." Believe me, it makes me so mad I get 
to work a half hour early 1 That's how loony 
I was. 

Imagine, I says to myself, feeling all broke up 
over a party what'll tell you to go read a dic- 
tionary! Insulting a girl like that because she 
never went to school much and writes a punk 
letter I If he'd said a cookbook, I wouldn't have 
minded so much. Anyways, by lunch-time I feels 
like a cat that's chasing its own tail around. I 
can't eat, so I walks out for some fresh air. I 
don't know where I goes or how far until a traffic 
cop pulls me away from in front of a taxi and 
leads me to the other side. I was sure in a sort 
of trance. Myrtle, and then I comes to and sees 
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White Lflies — Purity and sweetness. 
Marechal Niel Roses — Yours, heart and souL 
Tiger Lilies — I dare you to love me. 

And the last card that came with some flowers 
only that morning? It had the name ** Jon- 
quils " on it. I run my finger down the page 
and there it was: 

Jonquils — I love you. Can you return my love ? 

And what do you think I does, girlie? Runs 
right over and sends a telegram. Here is what 
it says: 

Vm your Virginia Creeper, Bill. Til cling to you for 
Ufe! 

Yours, 

Goldie. 



THB END 









Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized by 



Google 




-^f 



Digitized by 



google 






^•v-»*« 



V...V-* 



HK,:;-- ;v 



•i- 



M?:*r-r' 



A - 



••r 



